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He is ugly! Ugly! God forgive me, but he looks like a nerd, a stupid, fucking dork! He is so goddamn ugly! 


Alexi was battered with thoughts of disdain and contempt for the new guy that Jaska had brought to the 
studio, but he couldn't exactly express all those negative feelings openly, because, dammit, they needed a 


keyboardist, and this new, out-of-shape and out-of-place creature, was supposed to be one such player. And 


they needed him. Fuck! 


His first thought was that Jaska must be kidding and brought a Take That fanboy, just for the laughs. The guy 


looked like an overgrown toddler, so childlike and shy and ..non-metal at alll 


"Ok Jas, that was funny! Now, where is the man?" Alexi had asked Jaska in private, when they had gone to the 


backyard of the rehearsal place, for a smoke. 
"What man?" 

"The man, dude! The keyboardist you were saying.. We need to hurry, to get that damn CD out! 
"Janne is the keyboardist, Allu. Isn't that clear to you?" 


"Janne? You mean this thing in there? Janne?" Alexi repeated with disbelief, pointing at the inside of the 
building with his finger. "The dork with the stupid hair and the baby face?" 


"He is a great player, though.. Don't be quick to judge him." 


So, it was not a joke at all, and that long and scrawny boy was their keyboardist-to-be! Shit! How could he 
present him on stage? A schoolboy dressed in sweatpants, guffawing awkwardly among them - four blond, 
long-haired guys, dressed in leather and black that oozed metal seriousness from miles away? He was 
preposterous! Unfitting! They would throw tomatoes at them, laugh at them, not to mention the humiliation.. 
Better pick up a random guy from the street and ask him to pose in front of the keyboards! Or, recruit his 
father in the band - why, his looks were heavier than this... this.. no word seemed appropriate to describe 


him! 


He was observing the nervous guy all the time, during their acquaintance's first meeting, leaving all the talking 
to Alexander and Jaska, barely addressing him, as if merely talking could be a means of contracting the boy's 
contagious geekiness! He didn't want to be seen interacting with such a person! So much to be mocked about, 


as if he hadn't had enough of mocking in his life already. 


The geek was casting him pleading, scared glances all the time, expecting some word of encouragement, or 
approval from the main composer of the band, and all Alexi could do was avert his stare and huff disturbed. 
What did this Janne expect him to do? Clap his hands and kneel before his.. Majesty? OK, he was skillful, he 
knew where to place his fingers on the keys, well done to him - but that was not something to boast for and 
ask for praise, right? Even he could stumble on the keys and produce a basic melody, or a sustained chord, 


for atmosphere - and he wasn't even a keyboardist. 


The thought of the stupid guy was pestering him all day and all night. He didn't feel safe recruiting him into 
the band, that's for sure. And he didn't want the band to fail, because, damn, that was his whole life, it was 
his dream-come-true and didn't want to screw it because his drummer, and best buddy, Jaska, had called in a 


stupid dork Who couldn't even dress properly for the occasion! For Christ's sakel 


PEKE EE EK 


"Huh... Janne... Can you undress, please? And put on this T-shirt and this belt? You can leave your pants on.. 


And when you're done, call me for the ..final touches." Alexi told the new guy the next time they met at the 


rehearsal place and threw him a Darkthrone T-shirt and a bullet belt. Janne barely managed to catch them in 


the air. 


The rest of the guys froze with nervousness; this was an ominous sign, this would turn into a debacle. No one 
dared to utter a word and face the lingering, suppressed wrath of their short frontman, apart from Henkka, 
their youngest, who wanted to lighten up the spirits by saying: 


"Hey, cool shirt, Alu... 


The red and shy Janne obeyed, without protest. He hid behind a huge stack of rubbish and old, abandoned 
paraphernalia and did as Alexi had suggested, walking reluctantly out of his hiding corner with unsteady steps, 
still trying to figure out how that belt buckled. 


"Is it OK like this?" he asked tentatively and Alexi couldn't help smothering his snigger. 


"Come here. You need to look grimmer, you know... Sit down’ and by those words, he produced a kohl eyeliner 


and smudged some black, rough lines around Janne's sheepish eyes. 


The poor boy was so intimidated and scared of him, he put up with the humiliation just to please their sadistic, 


wired-up leader. 


The result was amusing, of course, because Alexi a) wasn't a make-up artist and b) didn't actually intend to 
enhance the gawky keyboardist's appearance - rather the opposite, he was bent on discouraging and ridiculing 
him to make him run away. Was this what Alexi really wanted? No, because sure, they needed a keyboardist. A 
serious keyboardist and not a stupid toddler! And the way this toddler responded to his whims was annoyingly 


compliant. 

"That's better, but still.. Long way to go. I'm going out for a smoke, wanna join?" he tested him. 
"l." the nerd stuttered and paused. 

"You...2" 


"| don't smoke, but | guess | can give it a try, right?" Alexi grinned at him - a fake grin, wondering if he asked 
him to suck him, would he still obey? 


Jaska, Henkka, and Alexander joined them in the backyard, probably sensing the danger in the atmosphere and 
Alexi couldn't stop scrutinizing the clownishly made-up guy, trying to puff that cigarette that looked unfitting 
in his two, trembling fingers, trying desperately to mingle with the evil, death-black metal dudes he was 

supposed to join It was a fluke, but at least Alexi was momentarily amused. That is, until the time to call it a 


day and go to their homes. 


On his way out, Alexi glimpsed Janne trying arduously to remove the makeup from his eyes that he, Alexi, had 
maliciously applied, to poke some fun at him. He paused and peered at the thin guy, who was leaning towards 
the mirror above the toilet sink, inspecting his graceless face, of any remnants of the black kohl eyeliner, and 
felt strangely for him. He was naked from the waist up and his slender shoulder blades were being shaken by 
the muffled sobs that crashed his thin body in waves. That was familiar. Alexi felt sorry and maybe 


remorseful. He scowled without saying anything and fled the room, leaving Janne behind. Perturbed. 


PEKE EK EK 


That night was Alexi's turn to be humiliated as if life was paying him back the same way as he had behaved 


towards Janne. 


He was busy, trying to heat up things with his girlfriend. She was a bit impatient, too eager to straddle him 
for some hot sex, but he didn't seem to be able to concentrate on his goal. His mind was drifting to various, 
irrelevant topics, only to make his erection unstable and substantially insufficient. He was thinking of Jane's 
ridiculous face, those stupid, chestnut bangs, and the pained brown eyes that looked at him expectantly, for 
some sympathy - and he got furious with him and Jaska for introducing him, only to make his dick go soft like 
butter and slither out of his girlfriend's eager cunt. 


"Come on baby...” 


Yeah, the belittling encouragement. Come on baby.. That's what he was thinking about his dick - yeah, come on 
baby, do your duty! Make me proud! 


"Can you.. can you stroke me a little bit.. l.. | need some friction." he excused himself and closed his eyes, 


trying to mentally probe his body to respond positively to the manual intervention. 


The clock was ticking too loudly, it produced a very distinct rhythmic pattern for Jaska, to implement in his 
playing.. and his guitar needed urgently new strings because the sound was coming out so wrong.. dissonant 
chords were playing in his brain, and among these, Janne, the stupid face and the extremely long fingers of the 
baby-keyboardist, fretting on the keys with the speed of light - so disgustingly, upsettingly disturbing! ..Forcing 
him down, to lower levels of elevation. Come on baby.. He stirred a bit, in case his position was undermining his 
physique. He tried to palm the girl's plush buttocks, sweet flesh, luscious and velvety to the touch like fresh 
dough, crashing onto his lean thighs with a succulent plop. The spectacle was arousing, undeniably. He groped 
her with forced desire, even squeezed her, in order to give the impression of sexual interest, but his main 


equipment remained irresponsive, disconnected. 


"Maybe you wanna take a break and take it easier.. It's ok, don't worry.." she told him affectionately, the tints 


of disappointment obvious in her voice, though, and he smirked. 


That's what a girl is supposed to say to a loser, right? He was a loser because he couldn't get it up - and 
again, Janne's sobs while wiping his face clean invaded his mind only to infuriate him! That nerd again! Out! He 
would punch him, he would kick him out, and ask him never to come back again, because he was INCAPABLE, 


INADEQUATE, no he was INSUFFICIENT for their awesome band! 


"Don't worry babe, this can happen to anyone.." the girl's voice was heard again, escorted by a sweet kiss on 


his pursed lips and he sat up, gently pushing her away. 


He couldn't concentrate because of that stupid keyboardist - because the band was more important to him 
than a temporary girlfriend. He could rub one out and feel ok afterwards, if sex was the matter. That's what 
he told himself. He could function perfectly! And perhaps he had mistreated that stupid keyboardist, so he felt 
remorse. How could he feel ok? He shouldn't have mocked him, he wasn't a jerk After all, it was not Janne's 
fault that he was unfitting with the rest of the guys. It was not prohibited to have the face and the attitude 
of a stupid, motherfucking nerd! But it was not mandatory to recruit him! Definitely, this was not Alexi's 
responsibility to change him and make it work! He could just show him the door and good riddance - and then 
he could enjoy a nice fuck with his patient (or, impatient) girlfriend, or his hand! All good, right? 


„Yet those trembling shoulders and the muffled sobs.. He looked helpless and vulnerable - yes, that was the 
right word: vulnerable. And he had treated him badly, like a jerk. He was to blame, he had bullied him for no 


reason! 


He was well aware of how hurtful bullying was.. He was well aware of how devastating bullying intervention 
could be.. The pain, the chafing, and the bleeding between his thighs were a crude reminder of the shit that 
had happened to him a long time ago that had led to his institutionalization He shook his head with dread. Not 


again those damned memories. The grotesque imagery. Go away! 

He lit a cigarette and stood up, putting his clothes back on 

"Are you leaving?" the girl asked him. 

"Yeah... l'm not feeling well today... Kinda sick, you know.." and he kissed her goodbye. 


EEKE EE ER KK 


Janne was clad in black, from head to toe, which made him appear even thinner than he actually was. 
Apparently, he didn't possess any metal T-shirt, so a plain black one would suffice to earn him some approving 
comments. He had also slicked his hair back, and now he looked as if a cow had licked him. Alexi was looking at 
him with pity, the boy looked really nervous. He decided not to make any scathing remarks about his still 
ridiculous appearance. At least with the black clothes, he didn't strike out that much and didn't distract him 
from his playing. Well, he still had much to show him, parts to explain, but Janne seemed to grasp everything 
with one go, like a straight-A student. He even corrected Alexi once, to his astonishment. How dared he! Alexi 
glared at him, only to make him shut up and look down shyly, but damn, the kid was right. And then he noticed 
that the way he was playing was not bad at all.. He possessed some technique. He had grasped the mood and 


the vibe of Alexi's songs and was unfolding his skills hesitantly, even though they were not appreciated by the 


cocky leader so far. 


Alexi still didn’t feel like trusting and incorporating him into the band, though. He couldn't even smoke a 
cigarette, not to mention drink a beer. He was nibbling the same Lapin Kulta bottle for one whole hour! How 


pathetic - like drinking piss! 


"Why are you always so harsh with me? | mean.. If you don't like me in the band, you can just say so." Janne 
surprised him that evening, after finishing their rehearsal, when all the guys had already gone, and he was left 
alone with Janne. He was trying some ideas that had popped up in his head, before visiting his girlfriend, trying 


to ignore the obnoxious presence of the keyboardist frolicking all around him. 


"What? What are you talking about?" Alexi feigned ignorance, although he knew very well what the nerd was 
talking about. 


"You are sour and mean to me, you show me that you dislike me and you mock me in front of the others. Is 
this necessary? You can tell me to go, and all is good! You don't like me and that's fine for me! No hard 
feelings because | could mock you too if | wanted." Janne said with precarious self-confidence, giving Alexi a 


head-to-toe look, and Alexi stared long into his eyes. 


He had cute eyes, good for him. Brown and sweet, like chocolate. Rare for a Finn. Not a complete failure. And he 
was tall and potentially manly, unlike Alexi's miserable |,65 - which always caused him issues with his self- 


esteem. 


"You could mock me? Really? So you mean that you are treating me with superiority because you are better? 


Is that what you mean?" Alexi retorted, he always attacked the other instead of arguing on a civil level. 


"l'm not superior to you. Don't get me wrong. Is just.. | don't understand why work with me without respecting 
me... Its you that wanted a keyboardist, not me asking to infiltrate a black metal band! | was feeling well in my 
stupid little world, you could say.. And they respect me at the conservatory.. So.. Just to come clear with you. 
If you have any problem with me, just tell me to leave and, as | said, no hard feelings!" 


Problem with him. That word.. Problem. Issues. Defects. 


"Well done to you, smartass! You play it cool and stuff.. Well, know this, | am still cautious about you, is that 
all. I'm just giving you some time, to decide!" Alexi blurted angrily. 


"Oh, OK... If that's the case, | know | can prove my skills and | want to play music. So no problem. You can keep 
your reserve as much as you need! | understand it." Janne said and walked out of the rehearsal place with a 


cute smile on his shitty face and an honest "Have a nice weekend, Alexi" coming out of his voluptuous mouth. 


" Fuck off, asshole!" Alexi mouthed silently when Janne was not around and he hurled a cable at the door that 


closed behind him. 


No mood for elaborating on that guitar riff! Stupid nerd, he wanted to be wise, magnanimous, gentle, my ass! 
But he spoke boldly and reasonably. He was confident, he had to give him that, whilst he had acted so dumbly. 
Annoyed with himself, Alexi threw his guitar aside, put on his coat, and headed to the nearest bar, where he 
could have a few beers. He could call some friends, even his girlfriend to join him, but at that moment he 

preferred to be alone. He wanted to smoke and drink on his own, without having to talk nonsense to anyone or 


act like he was in love. The fuck he was. He was doing it for the sex, to prove that he wasn't- No. Shut up! 


PEKE EK KK 


The fluid notes filled the room and the corridors of the premises with sweetness and love. Alexi was curious 
to see who had occupied their designated space, violating their keyboards with this.. classical piece of music! Go 
fuck yourself, whoever you are, and get the hell outta here! He was about to scream in the intruder's face, 
angry at the fact that someone was in their room. Normally it was him arriving first, too eager to practice 
and play some more, experiment with new ideas, and have a joint or a cigarette, to get in the socializing mood, 


before the rest of the guys arrived. He would mask his insecurities and hide his fears. He would grow louder. 


However, he had to admit that Chopin sounded seductive, even coming from those old, electric keyboards. Was 
it that cheesy Nocturne opus 4 number 2 or what? his mother used to play it on the piano and it emanated 
pure love and affection He always related that piece with tenderness and love - and with his beloved mom. 
Who was it now playing it here and not on a grand piano as it deserved, at the Conservatory? He took a few 
minutes before barging in and shouting, to relish some of the floating love. It gave him goosebumps and he felt 
cleansed, his soul rid of the emotional filth he was burdened with. He felt sentimental and ..in love! Disgusting! 


Scoffing at himself, he pushed the door open, just a tiny bit, only to catch a glimpse of the melodious intruder. 
But his jaw dropped to the floor; the intruder was Janne. The nerd. The dork. The stupid weirdo. And he 
produced such magic with his fingers. Alexi held his breath and tried not to panic, for fear the wild thrumming 
of his heartbeat was audible to the pianist and the magic was dissolved. He remained watching Janne silently 
creating something so big, his ugly face suddenly enhanced by an angelic, preternatural light, as if that person 
was blessed to bring peace and solace and love to the others with his hands. Music was so palpable like molding 
love, waiting to be delivered with a purity of heart. 


The Cupid's bow had just pierced Alexi's heart. A tear dropped from his eye. He hurried to wipe it away 
because the nerd had finished the Nocturne and perceived his lurking presence. He retracted his hands from 
the keys, aware of Alexi, perhaps scared of his volatile moods. He should compose himself before self- 


ridiculing, once again. 
EEEE EEE EE 


Once again he was unable to get aroused by his girlfriend's boobs that were bouncing in front of his face, 
while they were trying to fuck. No matter how much he needed the sexual relief, it seemed to be miles away 
from achieving it. She was riding him, persistently, eager, tensing her lower muscles around his malleable 


member, which was too limp to stand erect and execute the most simple, primal task: to fuck. 


At first, it was a discrepancy they tried to avoid by ignoring and making no reference. She tried to work with 
what she had, be it an elastic, shrinking dick at the first stages of arousal. She could stroke him to a point of 
adequate rigidity, just to penetrate her, but then, after a few targeted thrusts, he seemed to lose his 
motivation and drop into the unfathomable darkness. The harder she ground, the softer he became, exiting 
the haven of her body only to be blindly shoved back in again, like a squishy piece of dough, hoping to flourish 
once inside her strangulating warmth. 

To no avail. Spontaneous, erratic thoughts shot into his mind again. It would be the fleeting melody of Chopin's 


Nocturne that would make him melt down to the floor. Or the geek's spindly fingers on the keyboard. And then 
the lingering question- why are you always so harsh with me? 


Hell, go away! | am trying fo fuck! 


„you show me that you dislike me and you mock me in front of the others.. 


Stop it! Stop it! 


You cant fuck! You can't even get it up! You are a loser, a disappointment! Everybody will think you are gay! 


Stop! Im not- | don’t wanna be gay.. Shut up! Stop it! 


Loser, loser, loser, loser.. 


“Alexi... | think.. We'd better stop this..." 


"Why? | really want-" 


"Well, yeah, me too, but... It's not happening!" 


"We'll try.. Please?" 

Loser, loser, loser.. 

“Alexi, | don't... | don't think there's a point in trying SO hard.. Perhaps you don't like me... 

You don't lke me.. Well.. The thing is that he didn't particularly like anyone.. He couldn't stay ‘interested in 
anyone after - you know.. those obscure, harassing events in the past. And he hadn't met this special one who 
could lift his spirit - and certain body parts - to heaven and make his heart beat fast. That was the reason.. 
He ended up drunk, wandering the streets with uncoordinated steps, occasionally slipping on the sleek ice. He 
was crying. He was a loser with some valid proof now. He had achieved nothing. He was nothing. Just a short 
weirdo with some temper issues and a painful mental record, deriving from some more painful and ambiguous 
- Stop. End of the fucking story. We won't speak about this again! 

It would be so much better if he would simply crawl down in the muddy snow and roll there until he sobered 
up. Chill out and cool down, you know.. He was in no position to walk properly and most likely he would be 
mistaken for a street prostitute or a junkie, which would lead him straight to the police station. He had been 
both - a street prostitute and a junkie - once in the past. It still hurt. Reflexively, he circled his arms around 
his bum, trying to protect him from an imaginary assault. He choked on the horrendous memory. He wanted to 
scream, but instead, he broke down and cried, a river of heart-wrenching tears. Balled up, lying in the middle 
of the deserted street, all alone and drunken one step prior to unconsciousness, he cried his soul out. 
"A..Alexi? Is that you, Alexi?" an angel spoke to him. 

Go away. Fuck off. | hate angels. Unless you're here fo take me. 


Perhaps he motioned in a deterring, rebuffing manner. Swatting imaginary wings and dust from his face. 


"Shit, are you OK?" the angel spoke again and he barely moved his eyes, just to see the source of that caring 


voice. It sounded familiar. 

It was the nerd; the stupid keyboardist, who had played the ethereal Nocturne. Janne. 
| hate you 

"You? What are you doing here?" Alexi croaked at him. 


It was very late. Where's your mom? Babies aren't supposed to be walking on their own alone at night. That was a 
joke. A silly, lame joke. Just like him. Lame. 


"Just returning from a party...” 


A party? What party? Did he even know how to drink, or was it just a kindergarten, only-soda, parental 
advisory party? Alexi squinted at the keyboardist, indecisive about what to say next. The guy was seriously 
determined to help him. He was extending his hand to him, to pull him up, but Alexi was feeling too haunted by 
his demons to correspond properly. He needed no help! He swatted again the hand away as if it was something 


horrendous. And belittling. 

"Alexi, give me your hand. There are cars coming.." 

"Cars?" 

"Here, grab my hand-" Janne lifted him with some difficulty and hauled him up and to the side of the street. 
His hand was warm and refreshing to the touch. Alexi presumed his own one would be frozen cold, polar 


temperatures, like his heart. "Let's take you home, ok?" 


Janne's arms were stronger than they looked. It was the strength of his will to lift and pull Alexi out of 


danger. 
"No-" 
"Please Alexi..." 


"I fucking said no! What do you want? To show some pity for the poor, drunk asshole? To be good and nice to 


the one who's insulting you, so that you feel good? Well done, you have earned yourself a place in Heaven" 


"Alexi, please.. Stop being wild Let's go home and we can talk about it. | don't want to be the good guy - not to 
you, at least..." 


"Then what do you want? To secure your place in the band?" 
"| don't give a fuck about your stupid band. It's just... Its dangerous to stay here, like that. And its a pity to 
lose a promising guitarist in the cold and snow, out of stubbornness." he said and it sounded amusing to Alexi, 


those cute, honest words coming out of those plump lips. 


Those lips looked irresistible. Shapely and full. He wanted to kiss them. He softened - like his dick, with that girl 
- only now his dick was getting hard, embarrassingly hard, stirring to life. Alexi hoped his trousers wouldn't 


betray him and forced gruesome thoughts and disturbing images to halt the.. ascension. Somehow it worked. 
‘Could you.." he started to ask Janne but stopped midsentence, ashamed of the absurdity of his question. 


"What?" Janne asked, those deep, brown eyes burning him like hot lava. He seemed to care about him - about 


the haughty guitarist. 


"Could you play that Chopin piece for me..?" Alexi dared to request and blushed beet red, eyes humble, stuck 


on the ground. 


Janne snorted, and then let out a single laugh, before stifling it from the perturbed Alexi. Alexi noticed, though, 
and was relieved that the keyboardist didn't continue mocking him for his preposterous and irrelevant request. 


He would have certainly made fun of him, had their roles been reversed. 
"Now? Its late - | mean..." 
"Forget about it, alright..." 


"No, it's ok. We can do that. | never thought that you - OK, lets go to my house, then.. | have a piano there in 
the basement... If that's OK with you...” 


Alexi nodded and followed the nerd's footsteps. For some inexplicable reason, he was feeling elation. He shouldn't, 
considering his condition - the previous failure with his girlfriend and the spooky thoughts that infested his 
brain before quenching them with alcohol. However, following the innocent keyboardist made his heart flutter 


with joy - and joy was a notion that appeared scarcely in his gloomy life. 
It was the basement of his parents' house and it was minimally furnished. 


"Soon | am moving out of here, on my own," Janne felt compelled to explain. Obviously, he wanted to make a 


good impression. 


Dominating the room was an upright black, disheveled piano, some Russian brand, with the front lid removed, 
so that the strings and the metal ribs were exposed. Alexi squatted on the floor silently, still cold from the 
snow. He watched, bewitched, Janne meticulously removing his coat and boots, washing his hands at the kitchen 


counter, then rubbing them, before taking his seat in front of the piano. 


"| hope the neighbors won't call the police." Janne joked and Alexi smiled at him, for the first time. It was a 


sincere smile. 
"Blame me. That a crazy weirdo threatened you with a gun" 
‘OK, that sounds pretty realistic...” 


They both laughed lightly. Then Alexi stopped, upon realization He was laughing with the nerd. He wasn't 
supposed to do so - oh, the fuck with it! 


The music poured out of the old instrument, tender, affectionate, loving. The melody, so heartfelt, made Alexi 
emotional again. It was even better than sneak-peeking at the rehearsal place. Janne was a magician and he 


could transform music into feelings. 


Alexi stood up and walked towards the pianist, looming discreetly behind him, then hesitantly placed his palms 
on the thin shoulders. Janne shivered at the touch and stopped what he was doing. It was kind of awkward and 


the atmosphere was suddenly tense. 


Why did he do that? Stupid, deplorable thought! Now Janne would think that he was a weird perv, a pathetic 
weakling... Gay. 


He had to say something. Give an explanation, or chalk it off to excessive alcohol consumption. It was 


unprecedented of him to be receptive towards Janne. Not to mention friendly. 


The lanky nerd turned his not-so-ugly face to him, slowly and stared deep into his eyes, eager, expectant of 
something. He had to say something. 


"Uh... You're in.. You're in the band, dude.." Alexi said clumsily and took more time to rationalize his feelings. 
Youre in my heart, foo, he thought but didn't say it out loud. He was feeling full and warm inside, a creeping 


sensation settling somewhere between his heart and abdomen, putting him on fire, unexpectedly. He smiled - he 


even laughed to himself. 


The end 
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